INTERLUDE	II	IOg
of Hindu, many of Latin- They will be found by road-
sides all the way from the Pamirs to the Andes; they
will be squatting over open-air anvils, telling dukkerin,
charming spavins from your worst horses with bits of stick
by day; by night they will whisper your best stallions from
your fields. They descend with an aura of romance and
dread out of the mists of time. We know their habits to have
been much the same in the days of Herodotus, Marco Polo,
or Colonel Lindberg. Even to-day they are more believed
in than scientists. You say: ccOo-er" when you hear of the
latest development of the radio; but when you pass the
Egyptians by the hedgerow you think. You still accord to
them the vestiges of a tabu-priesthood, the gift of divination,
the right to trespass with only more or less of persecution
by alarmed landlords; the prescriptive right to fire-wood,
water, the wind on the heath, scrap metal, odds and ends
of poultry yards.
Except in the Great Fair-grounds you never know where
you will next meet them. You may go two years without
seeing a gipsy; then they will be there in caravan after
caravan. I had my car blocked years ago by a dozen gipsy
caravans with dancing bears, broken-winded horses, and
clothes-peg sellers, all across an elbow of the road outside
Stanton, Va. A few months ago we were in a jam caused by
gipsy caravans with dancing bears, broken-winded horses,
and clothes-peg sellers. I would have sworn that they were
the same caravans, bears, nags, and swarthy women, and
that the same dark-eyed children peeped out from between
the same lace curtains in the little windows. But that time
they were being held up at the frontier station between
Italy and France ... on their way to their great racial
festival at the Saintes-Maries. . . * On the Great Trade
Route between Marseilles and Barcelona.
That happens once a year on the feast of the Assumption
of the Virgin when the wild bulls of the Camargue are blessed
for the mises d mart. The Saintes-Maries is a village on the
shingle edge of the great swampy plain. Gipsies at that
season come from all the world over—yes, from all the world
over. From the Pamirs as from the Pampas, from Kirk-

